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corner took a strong dislike to me and attacked? A stupid question; we
were both actually dozing helplessly in our corners.
I had an appointment that evening with G.B.S. and it did not matter
very much because he kept late hours, rarely retiring before midnight.
Not only did he manage to live much longer than most people, but his
day was also longer. When I told him why I was so late he said that the
one thing Mussolini had done for Italy was to get the trains to run on
rime. In England, he thought, we were getting worse than the Russians
in that respect.
"I had taken it for granted you were killed," he said unemotionally.
"I have no doubt you will outlive me," I assured him.
"Well, you never know. I have outlived all my friends."
I wondered here if he knew what happened to Gilbert Cannan.
"Gilbert Cannan! Isn't he the fellow who said that the doing of
something awful was a necessary preliminary to finding oneself? There
must be many finding themselves nowadays. The most awful thing that
one can do is to tell the truth. It's all right in my case because I am not
taken seriously. Samuel Butler got away with his life because they didn't
know when he was jesting and when he was serious. I must have been
the only man of consequence who took him seriously. I said at the dinner
in his honour if I were the only sensible man left in the world I would
still maintain that Butler was right in his main contentions, he laid stress
on the importance of money, and he also laid stress on the importance of
luck: to be unlucky is a crime: The real reason why Butler was unknown
during his lifetime was that he was always showing wherein accepted
people were wrong so that they were afraid of openly approving him
lest he should turn and rendvthem. I turned on him once: I said that I
regarded his chapter on the 'Rights of Vegetables' as a direct attack on
myself and attacking me has always been the special prerogative of
H. G. Wells!"
"Wells has surely exhausted his vocabulary by now."
"Oh, dear no. He now regards me as a typical Englishman and if the
world were destroyed there would still be left a sufficient number of
photographs of myself to help the Almighty to reconstruct Man.Other-
wise why was it that wherever he went he was always coming up against
photographs of myself!"
He showed me half a dozen recent photographs of himself and
gave me a critical analysis of each of them. He not only knew his
features but knew the significance of every line and bump. It is a pity